AURORA LA CUJlftl

clap of hands, which never ceases till the dancer,
exhausted, sinks into a chair. Amongst the
audience, drinking their manzanilla in little
tumblers about the thickness of a piece of sugar-
cane, eating their " boquerones," ground nuts,
and salted olives, the fire of criticism never stops,
as every one in Seville of the lower classes is a keen
critic both of dancing-girls and bulls.

Of the elder men, a gipsy, though shouting out
" salero " in a perfunctory manner, seemed dis-
contented, and recalled the prowess of a gipsy
long since dead, by name Aurora, surnamed La
Cujini, and gave it as his faith that since her time
no girl had ever mastered all the mysteries of the
dance. The Calor6, who always muster strong
at the " Burero," were on his side, and seemed
inclined to enforce their arguments with their
shears, which, as most of them maintain them-
selves by clipping mules, they always carry in
their sash.

But just as the discussion seemed about to end
in a free fight, a girl stepped out to dance. None
had remarked her sitting quietly beside the rest;
.still, she was slightly different in appearance from
them all. A gipsy at first sight, with the full
lustrous eyes her people brought from Multan,
dressed in a somewhat older fashion than the
others, her hair brought low upon her forehead
and straying on her shoulders in the style of 1840,
her skirt much flounced, low shoes tied round the
ankles, a Chinese shawl across her shoulders, and
a look about her, as she walked into the middle
of the stage, as of a mare about to kick. A
whisper to the first guitar causes him with a smile
to break into the Ole, his instrnmeDt well" requin-
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